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Good Angels guard thee from the Boar« 
fZJj? b p CaI ; a PRy rac e°f Kings: ' ° h 

Edwards vnhappy fonnes do bid thee flouriih. 

ilF* Zf he G l of t of h“"‘ Xmf'Jisufc 

Richard, Lb y. wife, that wretched Anne thy 

quiet houre thee, 7 ^ 

Now fils thy fleepe with perturbations 

7hy aduerfaries wife doth pray for tfe, 

Tf CA • theghejl of Bucking, 

Th* M? VVas / that helpt thee to theCrownc 
The laft was i that felt thy tyranny, ” ' * * 

O in the battcllthmkc on >L^Jw 
And die in terror of thy guiltino/Ic ; 

Dreame on,drea me on,of bloody deeds and death ’ 
Fatntmg difcaire, pairing y eild thy breach. * 

To R tch. I dyed for hone ere I could lend thee aid 
1“ hea «> and be not thou difmayd * 

AM% i S °Z d ' Angels % ht on R "h%nJ Me 

/ .And2?«Wfeisrinheight of alihisp^, ’ 

TT 1? ;]t'r- cfiard ^ m . ed °** *f fa beam. 

• & iuenie another horfc 3 binci vp my wounds 

Haue mercy Iefiii lift I didbut/reame X 

Th*°rfc ? onfcic I nce ^ how doft thon afflict me ? 

The hghts bmnebkw, 1 ! is not dead midnight- 

SfA“/" llllro P«a»"a onmyrrcmblmgiea, 

Wh« do I feare my felfe? there, noneeiteiy 

lUWleues R/C w, that i, jam I, ' 

Thi e rc a m, f l >?“ l >ere, No. yes.I am. 
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~ ^ Ricfiafd the TBrfc 

n X rather hate my felfe, 

E ^hatefull deeds committed by my felfe s 
Forh , Maine yea , I lye 1 am not. 
i a r?e 0 f thy felfelpeake well foole doe not flatter, 

E? ^nfeience hath a thoufand feuerall tongues. 

And euery tongue brings in a feaf all ta !?r . 

Anxi euery tale condemnes me for a villaine «* 

£mury in the higheft degree. _ . . , 

Murder, fierne murder , in the dyreft degree, . 

All feuerall fumes , allvfdem each'degree, , 

Thfon? all to the ©dare, crying all 3 guilty,gmltyy 
I fhalichfp a i rC there is no-creature loues me. 

And if l die , no foule fhall pittie me = 

And wherefore fflould they ? fincethat I my felfe. 

Find in my felfe, no pitt-y to my felfe- 
Me thought the fouies of all that 1 haue murdred 
Came to my Tent, and eyery one did threat 
To morrowes vengeance on the head or Kteharm 
Enter Ratclijfe* ' 

lUr. My Lord- 
J&»<*.Z.ounds , who is there 1 . 

r at. My '"Lord tis.I : the early village Cocks', 

Haue thrice done falutadon to the mome. ^ 

Your friends are vp , and buckle on their armour,* 

King. O RatcUjfe , I haue dream’ d a fe arefull dreame, 
What think’fithou, will our friends proue all true ? 

Rat- No doubt fey Lord-’ 

King. O Ratclijfe I feare, X feare, it 

R au Nay good my Lord benotaftraidoMiadowssf 
King. By the Apofile Paul , ffladowes to night 
Haue, firooke more terrour to the Ibule of Richard? 

Then can the fub fiance often thoufand Souldiers 


a uui i,aii >wuii»iivv i-vA. ~ 

Armed inproofe, and led by (hallow Richmond,] 
• is not yet neere da-y come’goe with me, 

? * nr* .... r*_ J • 
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Vndcr our Tents, lie play the evvefe-dropper, 
To heare if any meant to fiirinke from me, ' 

Enter the Lords toRichmoi.do 
Lords* Good morrow- Eishmond. 
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